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CHAPTER I1.— Continued
It was past midnight, The threatened
tempest had passed away, and the moon,
pale, wan, but smiling, was shining above
in the heavens, A few stars twinkled |
merrily overhead, and the tall mountains |

ABI. 8.

towered proudly above the stunted trees |
below their frowning brows, <

How still it was!
the almost deathly silence of the night,
and the hour, weird and uncanny, added
to the lonelir.ess of the seene, A strange
place, and a still stranger hour for a bride
to leave the altar, as it were,

Close behind them with noiseless steps,

Not a sound broke |

came the gypsy, Lauretta, her dark face
looking like a piece of dusky
the pallid rays of moonlight. Her eyes |
seemed like fiercely did
they blaze.

“ Smile and be happy while you may,”
she hissed, Lier hot breath coming through
her lips like the Dlast furnace,
“ For ere the sun again gilds the summits

marble in

twin 1‘”!\'*, RO

from a

of those rugged mountains, you will be
lyillg cold and dead, my lady.
hoetwoeen NS, '\n] .\'Hll

I warned
you not to e¢omq
heeded not my warning, and now

life shall pay the penalty.”

youi
They came in sight of the gypsy camp,
and with a lingering kiss upon his bride’s
lips, the happy bridegeoom whispered :
“We will keep our marriage a secret
until after the qneen’s death, It will be
better for ns bhoth,
ing, and meet me in the
eves as bright, and smile as sweet as ever,”
He left her at the entrance to the little
white tent that she ocsupied alone., As

Good night, my darl
morning, with |

he walked away he turned once, and look- |
ing back, saw the moonlight kissing her
fair face and gleaming hair, and thus she
always seemed to him-——a sweet, spiritual

face and slender figure, beautitied and
glorified by the silvery light that shome
liked best to
remember her as she looked that night

that fatal night—

misery and pain into both their lives

round her like a halo. He
~doomed to bring so much

CHAPTER Il

“YOU HAVE WON MY LOVER'S HEART |
AWAY FROM ME, NOW, CURSE YOU,
g T
Little Firefly entered the tent and seat-
ed herself upon the edge of the snow
white bed. kept so and neat by
her own nimble fingers
she fancied she heard a

She hstened

smooth
As <he did so,
faint,
noise. It was not repeated,
and she whispered :

“Ouly my fancy ; thatisall. Howsad
1 feel to-might
are alwavs happy .

The sentence ended in & low sigh, She
Jeaned her head upon bher hands and sat

What had she

plunged in deep thought
done !

“How foolish 1 am ! she said, rmsing,
with & nervous laugh. “ How wvery foo!
ish ; and vet why does the thought that |

me 1

Ah ! why, little
know soon mmugh
the veil that separates from: your voung

Firefly You will
Do not seek to prerce

eves the mvstic future

She threw herseli, dressed as she wa-,
upon the couch, and soon sunk nto a
peaceful sleep—the happy,
of a young girl whose heart 1s as pure a-
the sparkiing mountain dew that Ksse
with jeweled lips the dark. frowning peak:
that seem to meet the fadeless blue of &
summer sky

Her regular breathing soon announced
how trangui! her slumbers were, and &
fiendish smile of satisfaction fhitied acreos-
the hateful. swarthv countenance of Law
etlta. the revengefnl gvpsy princess, as s
peered 10 upon the fair sieepel

With soft, velvei steps she advaneed L
the bedside and gazed with glhittenng eye:
at Fireflv’s lovely face, to stam]
it into the ground underneath her feet,
1t required all ber seli-control not to wand |
her long hnger- arounc ihai waxen-like |
throat and throttle out the sweet life

“ But | can wait,” she whishered, her
white teeth gleaming like pearis i the

1mnocent .\it‘t‘}v

longing

moonlight, while a wicked smiie wreathed |
ber esmel lips. “1 can wait an bomr
jonger, and then the revenge will be all

the sweeter. Ab, my pretty Farelly, that
beantiful face will not appear »
and tzauguil au hour from now "’
A faint, ratthing sound came frow a box
she carnied 1 laughed
sofily, and wiispered Lo
“Be patient, any Jitlie
You arc as anxious as Yoy misiress is {or
But the
e strike, my pet, the quicker ber suf
Serings will be over with—cuase her.’
Again lbe salie siCKelilg soMBO  dis
skt Lbe silence It was the marviug
satiic of & deadly ratliesuake
Gud sbwye |

swee!

gie Ldabd She
herself

fnend Satan

‘14)&,)\"f

Was this c1a4€l, Diack-DIvw

i 2N pes Sbauit L0 let loose Lhe Joalisoin
peplile to sbgibe Lhe fair, young gari
death biow ! Merciiul Heaver whal 2
Semzin’ seveuge

(._,‘-su., s lwok ol Lalre Wi ¥t
d«pnq.;» e‘mfﬂ". slie stade noiseless
from ihe tept, apd vulade she papse

whisperiy exullugly

" doomed you to a fearful fate.”

Cwer hovering over her pretty, glittering
| head, little Firefly slept on, her partod

| 80 motionless was she,

| eves with its fitful glow,

rattling |

| am a bride, and brides |
but | " ;

| larger

| the faces of Lauretta, the gvpsy princess,
' and her own husband,

| look at the other star.
: beheld

| she could mot rest.

guarded the

“1 am queen of the band at last. There
is nothing in my way now, except her,
and in a few hours she will be dead ; then
I am free to win his roving heart back
again, and feel his lips upon my lips. 1
will wait until she is in a deeper sleep
before I strike, and she will awaken only
Ah, my fair little Firefly,
Lauretta has

to face aeath,
your defiance of Princess

8he entered her own teut and the silver
moon smiled calmly over the sleeping
camp, the only sound that disturbed the !
stillness of the starry night being that |
faint, warning rattle that came every now
and then from Queen Lauretta’s tent,

And all unconscious of the fearful dan-

red lips looking like the fresh, blossoming |

heart of a rose,  But for the gentle rise |

and fall of her girlish bosom, one would | |

have thought her a perfect figure of wax, 1

But for a happy bride her slumbers
were strangely broken and troubled that |
night by hateful dreams, Was it a warn- |
ing of what was about to actually hap-

pen |

She dreamed she was alone in the midst
of a deep, dark wood, the dense shadows
of night falling around her, the mysterious

murmur of the whispering trees sounding | |

" in her ears, and the heavy air was hllml

with a queer, hissing mnoise that m\s;
strangely familiar to her. She had heard |
Where,
nor when, but she was conscious |

it many times before, ghe could |
not =ay,
of a feeling of danger, an« she longed for
companionship, and the sound of a human
voice to break this death-like silence that
was slowly but surely driving her mad.
She looked hopelessiy around her, but
no sign of & human being was in sight.
Oh, if some one would only come and

speak to her it would relieve that fearful,

| oppressive feeling in her heart !

She raised her longing eves up to the
frowning heavens and a glad cry burst
from her lips, for there shining brightly
in the heavy, shadowy depths, she beheld
two stars that twinkled like two beacon
“ght.-.

But as she looked again she saw that
one star glittered and scintillated hke a
spark of fire, blinding and confusing her
while the other
shedding a soft,
A heavenly
where ever its

beamed down upon her,
mellow radiance over all.
halo seemed to linger
laminous rays fell.

She reached up her

hands, laughing

aloud like a little child hoping to reach |

the stars. and as she did so, one fell broken
while the other
same steadfast,

and burning at her feet,

«till shone on with that

| peaceful glow.

But oh, horrors, what was this fearfual,
crawling. wriggling thing that erépt from
the heart of the fallen star, and darted its
poisonous forked tongue at her,its wicked
little eves sending forth tiny streams of
fire, while above the mnight-wind sighing
through the ghostly trees sounded that
warning rattle

It was a monstrous snake, and each

| passing moment the hideous body grew |

To the terrified girl it seemed as
if ages were passing over her head, and
still she could not tear her horrified gaze

| from that awful, vet fascinating object.
have made a fearful mistake always haunt |

Oh, God ! It was coming wunearer and
she tred to shriek aloud, but her tomgue
seemed to cleave to the roof of her mouth,

and her dry, parched lips refused to |

move.
Slowlv it raised iuwself, its fiery eves still
holding her gaze and now she counld feel
the shhmy coils tightening around her,
crushing the life out of her body. Ohb,
kind Heaven, must she die alone and such
an awful, awful death ?

Suddeniv thousands of damcmg hghts
appeared before her eyes and the head of
the replile seemed to change, and take on
a likeness to a human face, and as she

stared 1n amazement, all traces of a snake

had vanished, and before her eyes were

Leon Costello,
whom she had wedded that verv night.
She shrunk back in fear and dismay,
and then something whispered to her to |
She obeyved, and |
& man’s face, falr, handseme,

| robbed her of her lover.
"o beher fate.
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sing its weary song throughout the sunny
hours of the long day, and the moon-lit,
mysterious nights.

Little Firefly paused when she entered
the wood, and clasping her hands tightly
over her wildly throbbing breast whisper-
ed :

“QOh, that face ! that beautiful face of
my dream ! I shall see it ; oh, I know I
shall meet him some day and then—"

She covered her face with both hands,
quivering in an ecstasy of delight, her
young heart filled with delicious expecta-
tion, She had entirely forgotten that she
was the bride of Leon Costello, the gypsy.
Alas! poor little Firefly, her hero’s
pictured face had come too late !

“1 wish he would come to me and take
me out into the great big beautiful world
with him ! «he whispered, her eyes filled
with a soft, misty light. “ Oh, my king,
my hero, my own beautiful lover !”

She had forgotten her gypsy husband’s
very existence,

Suddenly she broke into a little happy
vippling laugh, and clapping her hands
gleefully, she cried :

“1 will look in the pretty, clear sur-

 face of the spring the same as I have read

of other young girls doing, and perhaps I
shall see his face ! Ah, me ! what bliss !

Trivping over to the spring, her dainty
feet scarcely seeming to touch the ground,
she knelt down and gazed into the spark.
ling water,

Through an opening in the branches of
the stately trees the moonbeams peered,
and she conld plainly see her own lovely
face reflected in the lustrous surface, A
shadow clonded her bright eyes, for there
was no handsome, manly face, with eyes
the color of the deep, blue sea and a smile
like a burst of sunshine, pictured there

beside her own, as she had fondly hoped |

there would be,

But what was the dark,
shadow that fell athwart the mellow,
silvery path that the moonbeams formed ?

Surely it was no smiling lover’s face that |

looked back at her with sullen, black eyes
in whose murky depths the light of bitter

hatred and revenge burned like fires from |
It was mot |
the voice of love, sweet and low, like the |
rippling of & mountain stream, that hie- f

the infernal regions below.

sed :

“You have won my lover's heart away

(L)

from me. Now, curse you, die !

CHAPTER IV.

“MY GOD, THAT FIERY-RED SCAR UPON
YOUR ARM TELLS IT ALL, AND YOU
ARE MY LON@G-LOST CHILD.”

With that hateful, revengeful wvoice,
sounded the fearful, blood-chilling rattle
that Firefly had so plainly heard in her
dreams. Great God ! bhad her dream of
horror come to pass, or was she still

- dreaming !
“Yon have won my lover’s heart away
from me ; now curse you=—die !”
Again those cruel words were rTepeated,
' while a burst of laughter so wicked, so
demoniacal, that Firefly’s heart stood still,
rang through the wood.

' in uncontrollable fascination on the shim-

threatening |

‘ Happy
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Hood’s Sarsaparilla Rescued Thelr
Child from Scrofula.

For Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and all .
other foul humors in the blood of
children or adults, Hood's Sarsaparilla
is an unequalled remedy. Read this:

“We are so thankful to Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla for what it did for our little girl that we
make this statement for the benefit of other

anxious parents and

Suffering Children

Our girl was a beautiful baby, fair and plump
and healthy. But when she was two years
old, sores broke out behind her ears and
-qmmd vapidly over her head and forehead
down to her eyes, and into her neek. We
consulted one of the best physicians in Brook-
1yn, but nothing did her any good. The doe-
tors said it was caused by a serofvia humor
in the blood. Her head became

One Complete Sore

offensive to the smell and dreadful to look at.
Fier general health waned and she would lay
in a large chair all day without any life oren-
ergy. The sores caused great itching and
burning, s0 that at times we had to restrain
her hands to prevent seratehing. For 3 years

She Suffered Fearfully

with this terrible humor. Being urged to try
Hood’s Sarsaparilla we did so. We soon
poticed that she had more life and appetite.
| The medicine scemed to drive out more of
l the humor for a short time, but it soon began to
subside, the itching and burning censed,
and in a few months her head became entirely
clear of the sore. She is now perfectly well,

has no evidence of the humor, and her skin is
clear and healthy, She seems like an en-
tirely different child, in_health and general
appearance, from what she was before taking

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

1. W. FREDERICK, 811 Glenmore Ave., East
New York, Brooklyn, N. Y,

This Testimonial

Is an illustration of what Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Is doing for the siek and suffering every day,
from Maine to California. In the light of
these facts who can say that the work of an
immense concern like ours is not beneficent?

HO0D'S PiLLS8 cure liver ills, constipation,
bmou-noa, )nmdico. nck headache, mdigestion.

| GOOD

Her staring, horrified eyes were fastened |

COMMERCIAL

| mering pool of water where she was |

| kneeling, and she could not help but see |
| che fearful picture back of her in its

| mirror-like surface, and ob, God, it wa- a

wonder tha: her hair did not turn snowy |

white during that awful time.
Crouching close behind bexr, with the

bitter rival, and in her hand che held a
box from whick proceeded the deadly
rattle. Firefily’s acute ears heard that
sound, and she knew well what it was,

look of & fiend incarnate upon her livid, |
. workmmy face, was Princess Laurette, her |
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for had she not heard it time and time

again when she wa:s roaming over the

. mountains In her freyuent searches after
fiowers /

she knew what the wicked Laurette’s real

Yes, she knew what it was, and |

mtentions were now, for Iike a flash she |

remembered how she had warned her,

. swearing that she would kill her if she

This, then was
That heartless, soulless
gypsy would let loose the rattlesnake sne
bad in the box, and she—

A dark mist came before her eyes, and
she though!t she was dying, but once more |
she heard that

tender, a gentle expression in the blue
eyes, and witha wild, glad, cry, stretched

| up ber hands to um and swakened.

She was trembling 1n every nerve when l

| she opened her eves, and, springing “from |

the bed, she pushed back the masses of |

| curing hair, and cried

“Thank God ! it is only & dreamu, but |
oh, heaven, what a terrible deean. 1 can
fer] the coils of thet spake crushing me
vet,” and she shuddered violentiy.

So vestles: and mervous was she that
She kuew that sleep
would not visit her eyes again that uight,

. abd pushing aside the heavy curtains that |

doorway of ber tent, she
wurmured
“] ganuot remain in here after such a'!

dream. The very air will stific me. Ana !

the might is #0 lovely ¥’

She slipped softly from toc tlemt um
wio the silvery meenlight Pauowg "
moment sbe drew a lopg bicath of pelief, |
directivn |

and then walked slowly i the

of bher favorite baunt, 2 wood not L.x
from the caing

How yuiet and galm it was there be-
uesth the green, whispering treee, and

under the suadow of 2 greal mos-grown

ook, & clear, Lyuwid spring bubbled and

| she kuew this

i batred,

fiendishly :
“You are iIn my power at last my |

presty Firvefly, and you can see how, by |

fiuttering too close to the fire, you have
' burned vour dainty wings. Now, you
-hall die, and 1, the queen of the gypsies,
, will be in your place, for I ehall win Leon
' Costello’s beart just #s sure as the morn-
| ing dawns for me, bui—not for you.”
bie opened the bex, and an instant
later the ugly head and Leady eyes of the |
serpent were plainly visible beneath the

sawe zays of moonlight that kissed little

Fuefiy’s pallid face and asben lips. The
| forked tongue darted from side 1o side a8
1f eager to sirike the faial blow, and that
sotl-terrifyiug rattle sounded nearer than
ever,
“Ha' ba' 2 hesvy price to pay for
u:;hnb & gypsy waid’s lover,” Lauretia
mock iugly, ber white teeth gleaw-
iug like a wolf's fangs from between her
hpr
“Merey | mercy ! Fivefly gasped faint-
y, 8l bope dead within Ler breast, for
woman's uature ouly too
well
“ Mercy 1 the gy poy priugess shirieked,
Ler eyes darting forth a gidre of werciles
“Fool that you are 1o expect |

l

hateful woice saying
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W. T PITFIELD & €0,

IMPORTERS AND JUBBERS OF

Wuﬂ
Dry Goods,
TEAS, &c.,

" RSTALASS
Livery Stable!

I s prepared 1o furnish

cuuntrv.

WIW

Buetoudhe

|

N

: AT VERY LOW PRICES.
W. H. THORNE& CO,

MARKET SQUARE, . . « = St. John, N. B,

J. H. Connolley

Artistic Photographer,

Copying and Engraving from minatures
to life size in Oil or Water Colors.

CRAYON OR PASTEL A SPECIALTY.

The only gallery in the ecity making the
famous

ARTISTO or ENAMEL PHOTOS,
Prices to suit the times,

76 Charlotte Street, Corner Kirg,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

WONDERFEFUL

i Those who want

| BARGAIINS.

|

'BOYS’' CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up.
iBOY’S’ TWO PIECE SUITS. from §1.50 up.
'BOY® THREE PIECE SUITS, from $3.25 up.

i In ordering state the ages of the boys, and we will be sure to
SUIT you.
|

St. Jehn, N. B,

Aug. 12th, 1892, J OHN CALDER, 33 Charlotte St.
- CURRAN & WALKER,

—DEALERS IN—

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE,
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE.

e

FLOUR & MEAL, BOOTS & SHOES, READY-MADE CLOTHING

a4

e ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH."=»
A% PRODUCE TAKEN IN KXCHANGE FOR GOODS.

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co.
(LIMITED). ,

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B.

Cable Addresses—*‘ Hypotan,” London ; and “ Miller,” Miramichi.

Ammmamm‘ cheap for Cash or Trade, at

GOODS!

in new additions to stock.
Plume in the trade. '
andtherefom we can and will give au

every fime,
mean that our prices will do it.

aluefortheumw should not
come 19 us. Weml!mahextbotheumrest{odom, "

We are having much of a run now on for Chambrs ;ﬁorhdid
house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth me

J. FLANAGAN

90 MAIN STREET, MONCION, ¥. B,

) TJ WANT A GOOD GARMENT
AT A SMALL PRICE 7

The unbuaiw hnsjuu_nweivud a Mwnw of

gD il Syl e

|

%eatéy every day brin
¢ buy nothing but
Our expenses
patrons the advan
We mean to se

BUGTOUOH

-FIRST-CLASS 'l‘EAM85
i’ wodate the IA
i oo 1o sy ke |

éz J. REDDIN,




